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" The prize, the prize secure I 

The Athlete nearly fell ; 

Bare all he could endure, 

And bare not always well ; 

But he may smile at troubles gone, 

Who sets the victor's garland on." 



In Plemorg of M* S. % 



. ** The Lamb is in the fold, 
In perfect safety penn'd ; 
The lion once had hold, 
And thought to make an end ; 
But One came by with wounded side. 
And for the sheep the Shepherd died.*' 
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CHAPTER I. 



" From darkness here and dr«ariness, 

We ask not full repose, 
Only be Thou at hand to bless 

Our trial hour of woes. 
Is not the pilgrim's toil o'erpaid 
By the clear rill and balmy shade ? 
And see we not, up earth's dark glade, 

The gate of heaven unclose?" 

POOR Gottfried, when very young, had 
been left a stranger in a strange land, 
and knew little or nothing of his Father ex- 
cept from what friends and neighbours told 
him. They said, indeed, that " He was a 
loving and righteous King, that His country 
was far distant, that He wished all who were 
subject to His government to be good and 
happy, and that the prosperity of His people 
appeared to be His ruling motive.'' They 
said, moreover, that "He had for a while 
sojourned among them, and that, after He 
had been withdrawn from their sight, the 
effect of His wise acts were still visible, and 
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people often spoke of Him, and were never 
so well contented as when singing songs 
in His praise. But yet as years fled by, 
and various other matters engaged their 
attention, the voice of praise was less and 
less frequently heard in their midst, until at 
last the name of the Good King was well- 
nigh forgotten." 

While the boy listened to these and simi- 
lar words, he longed for a more full and 
trustworthy account of his Parent. He 
looked at his soiled raiment and neglected 
state, and thought within himself, "Can it 
be indeed tme % Am I, to all appearance a 
wretched beggar, the son of a King?" and 
the contrast between his actual condition 
and this ideal rank only made him feel more 
lost and forlorn than ever. Ignorant and 
miserable as he was, he could not divest 
himself of the feeling that he was really bom 
to a higher lot, and that he would never be 
happy until he had regained his alienated 
birthright He would constantly repeat the 
scarce understood name of his Father; he 
would try to find out all that the country 
folk knew or remembered of Him ; and, in 
a word, he lived on the thought of this un- 
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seen One. When night approached, and the 
shadows were stretching along the lands, he 
would lay himself down to rest on his little 
straw pallet, and fall asleep with the word 
"Father" on his lips ; and often in his dreams 
would he smile for joy, fancying that he had 
at last regained all, and was safe at home 
with his loved but long-lost Parent. Then, 
on waking, disappointed and sad at heart, 
finding that the pleasure had been " only a 
dream," he would exclaim, 

" O Father, reveal Thyself unto me ! Lead 
me to Thee where Thou art. Even if I be 
but a servant in Thy house, I want to be at 
home. Oh ! bring me home." At such mo- 
ments a voice seemed to whisper to him in 
tender accents, " Be patient, — be faithful." 

Time passed on, and yet Gottfried did not 
become one whit more reconciled with his 
lot. But one day, as he was wandering to 
and fro, murmuring to himself words, which 
(so men told him) his Father used to love, 
there came to him an aged man, dressed in 
the garb of an Elder, and said, " Why are 
you so thoughtful 1 Do you not think that 
this is a fair and pleasant landl Are you 
not content to remain here?'* The boy 
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raised his blue eyes to the face of him who 
thus talked with him, and seeing there only 
friendliness and compassion, took courage 
and answered, " Yes, sir, this is truly a lovely 
place, but yet after all it is a land of exile 
to me : it is not my home. My home is very 
distant. My Father has gone there long ago, 
leaving me here alone \ but I do not wish to 
dwell here, I want to be at home with Him ;" 
and the youth wept The stranger looked 
on Gottfried and loved him ; he was so gen- 
tle, and spoke so tenderly of his Father, that 
the bowels of his sympathy yearned oyer 
him, and he said, " Do you see yonder hilH 
Come thither with me, and I will show you 
a sight which, if I mistake not, will rejoice 
your heart, and make your eyes to overflow 
with tears of gladness." 

Onward they walked to the hill, speaking 
the while of the King, about Whom the man 
knew much, and of Whose love and mercy he 
had many tales to tell. The flowers seemed 
to become more beautiful, — the sun to shine 
with increased glory, — and the whole face of 
nature to be transfigured, as they thus con- 
versed. The way, though in reality long, 
beguiled by the sweet stories and holy words 
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of the Elder, was soon passed over, and they 
commenced the ascent of the hill. It was 
somewhat rugged, but the boy, with his 
friend's assistance, easily gained the summit. 

The prospect which unfolded itself to their 
gaze, as they looked into the far distance, 
was glorious in the extreme : the intervening 
fields and woods and rivers were fair to be- 
hold, but they scarcely noticed them, for the 
view beyond absorbed their attention. On 
the horizon rested a clear broad band of 
light, against which could be traced the 
towers and domes of a royal city. There 
appeared to be gardens surrounding the 
place, for the tali forms of palms and other 
trees showed dimly against the golden walls. 
Earnestly did Gottfried gaze ; and no won- 
der, for the scene was like nothing on this 
earth, at least like nothing in the land where 
he sojourned, and from the midst of which 
the hill arose. 

As we have already seen, Gottfried cared 
not for the land of his exile; but yet the 
reader must not imagine that it was a barren 
waste; on the contrary, it was, as the lad 
himself had said, " a lovely place," and all 
that the true inhabitants thereof could desire : 
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the ground brought forth abundantly, ^-com, 
and wine, and oil were plentiful, — rich fruits 
hung upon the trees, and gorgeous flowers 
blossomed beside the ways. The people of 
the country made it their home ; life to them 
was one long festival day; they sang, they 
danced, and their laughter never ceased. Sta- 
tues of marble or of precious metal were set 
up here and there in the groves, and around I 
them the light-hearted maidens joined in the 
dance, amid wreathed clouds of fragrant in- 
cense. Sometimes, tired with their sport, 
they would climb the silent hill, but rarely, 
if ever, were they able to see anything of the 
glorious view ; it seemed to be hidden from 
their eyes ; but the truth was, they had so 
long been dazzled with the glare of the plain 
below, that their sight was impaired, and not 
until hard measures had b^en taken, and 
many tears had rolled down their wan cheeks, 
could they enjoy the prospect. For the 
country folk had not upon their faces the 
ruddy glow of health ; and indeed, if an 
attentive observer marked well their smiles 
and laughter, there was a hoUowness, a trace 
of unreality about both, which told of an 
aching heart. Not so was it with the few 
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strangers who dwelt in their midst They 
took no part in the idol ceremonies, they 
loved rather to pitch their tents on the hill, 
and continually to look forth into the land 
beyond ; for that land was their father-land, 
and to it they hoped at some future day to 
return. 

" Oh ! how beautiful it is," said Gottfried 
thoughtfully, without withdrawing his eyes 
from the scene before him, "but the path 
thither is very long! Look how it winds 
through the fields ; and then, see that dread- 
ful forest, must we pass through it before we 
reach our homel I have heard that there 
are wild beasts, and all sorts of horrors there, 
— and that the enemy of my Father has his 
castle in its very midst. Alas! sir, must I 
pass by tliat way if I am to reach the place 
where I so earnestly long to be 1 Can I not 
find some other less fearful road % " " That 
is the only way," returned the other ; " but 
it is not so long as you think ; and besides, 
if you are faithful, help will always be at hand 
in the hour of danger. Do you wish to un- 
dertake the journey now % " " May I begin 
now, sir] must I not wait till I become a 
man ? " asked the boy sorrowfiilly. " No, 
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Gottfried, you may set out at once. I am 
one of your Father's servants. He lives in 
yon Golden City, which you can just see on 
the verge ot the horizon ; from thence He 
looks upon you, and watches over you. He 
has sent me to call you to Himself. Will 
you obey r* Words cannot express the joy 
of Gottfried when he heard these tidings. 
" Oh ! let me go without a moment's delay. 
I have remained here too long. My Father ! 
my dear Father; then I shall really see 
Thee ! " " Let us descend," said his com- 
panion, ** the evening dew is already falling, 
and our shadows become longer and longer 
on the ground. I will help you to make 
preparations for your journey, and in the 
morning will wish you God's speed :" and so, 
turning away from the glorious prospect, they 
descended the hill. 




CHAPTER II. 

" Well I know thy trouble, 

Mj' servant true : 
Thou art very weary, — 

1 was weary too : 

But that toil shall make thee 

Some day, all Mine own : 
But the end of sorrow 

Shall be near My Throne." 

IT did not take much time to complete 
the preparations, and when the sun had 
risen, the boy was ready to depart. The 
Elder had arrayed Gottfried in a Pilgrim's 
gown, and was now standing by his side in 
the ruined shed which had hitherto served 
him for a dwelling. The hour of parting 
drew near, the last advice had been given, 
the last words of consolation uttered, and 
the lad, kneeling before his aged friend, re- 
ceived his benediction ; it concluded with 
these words : ** Depart in peace, and may 
the God of peace be with thee! Amen." 
After a brief interval he rose from his knees, 
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took the staff, to which a packet containing 
his few possessions was attached, and then, 
having received the kiss of peace, set out 
upon his journey. 

As he . went along many addressed him, 
some jeeringly, others compassionately, and 
others, again, angrily. There were several 
people abroad at that early hour, intent 
either on pleasure or business ; but whatever 
their occupation, all noticed him, and were 
anxious to prevent him from fulfilling his 
purpose. Here, a group before a wayside 
inn invited him to enter in and drink with | 
them, and said that they would bear the 
expense. Here, a party lingering beside a 
lake, on whose calm waters a boat floated 
among white water-lilies, "were going to 
enjoy themselves," they said, and besought 
him to make one of their number. 

At another place, a priest came forth from 
a grove of oaks, and ordered Gottfried to 
approach the altar, and sacrifice to the Spirit 
of the grove ; and because the boy refused, 
ran after him, and strove to overtake him, 
cursing as he went. In all these temptations 
the Pilgrim was supported, and did not for- 
get that he had nothing to do with passing 
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pleasures, but that he was on his way to see 
the King in His beauty, in the land which 
Was very far off, and that his dress would be 
wholly out of place in the festal gathering, 
or in the circle of idol worshippers. And 
therefore he went on in silence. 

The sun was now high in the heavens, and 
the heat became intense. Gottfried had 
reached the end of the flowery fields and 
shady lanes. No longer did he wander be- 
side cool streams, and gently rippling lakes : 
he had entered a desert of which the sands 
stretched away to the very confines of the 
forest It was quite level, save where thorny 
shrubs, and rocks and stones, interrupted its 
smoothness. His heart sank within him when 
he looked forward : " Shall I ever arrive at 
my journey's end?" he said. Then as his 
eyes fell on the gloomy forest, he thought 
that in the noonday there could not be much 
danger there, and pressed forward that he 
might the sooner reach it; but the sandy 
plain, which lay between him and the covert, 
deceived him ; it was broader than it ap- 
peared to be; and he, discovering this, 
hasted his steps still more, and said, " Surely 
evening will close before I enter those dis- 
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mal paths." A gentle breath of refreshing 
wind fanned his cheek, and he heard the 
whispered word of encouragement, " Fear 
thou not, for I am with thee. My grace is 
sufficient for thee," and was comforted. 

The morning's allurements had now ceased : 
no longer did men ask him to join them : on 
the contrary the few with whom he met 
avoided him. His great temptation in that 
noontide hour, was to think the labour too 
severe, and the toils of the way too great ; 
and though still ardently desirous of seeing 
his Father, yet it must be confessed he would 
fain have laid himself down for a while, so 
very weary he felt. He resisted, however, 
and strength was renewed to him. After 
travelling some distance in the midday heat, 
remembering that his Father was watching 
him, and that, as His servant had said, He 
could see all his actions, and hear all his 
words, Gottfried began to sing one of his 
childish songs : " for," thought he, " by so 
doing, I shall beguile the way, and also offer 
a pleasant sacrifice to my best Friend ;" and 
truly every word he uttered increased his 
consolation and joy ; his eyes beamed with 
delight, and his voice rang through the silent 
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desert ; but, when he finished the strain, his 
eyes were filled with tears, and his voice 
trembled with excess of emotion. The fol- 
lowing were the words of his hymn : — 

" Sweet Saviour, Who the soul doth feed 
With heavenly grace in time of need, 
All blessings I possess in Thee ; — 
Then evermore abide with me I 

" Tis true that when I search my mind. 
No worthiness in self I find ; 
But yet my hopes are placed on Thee, 
If Thou wilt still abide with me. 

" Let evil pass from me away, — 
Let not the world or flesh betray 
My soul, but let me trust in Thee I 
And ever, Lord, abide with me. 

" So at the last in joy and love 
Bring me to taste Thy bliss above, 
And with Thy saints sing praise to Thee I 
Jesu, — then still abide with me."* 

Some hours had passed during which he 
had seen nothing of any of his fellow-crea- 
tures, when, about evening, he heard sounds 
of mirth, and, shading his eyes with his hand, 
could see, some distance in advance, a group 
of boys and young men from whom the 
Ifcaughter proceeded. They were standing in 
the path, and he saw at once that he could 

* The above is a translation of the Swedish hymn, " Jesu, 
du, som sjalen spisar." 
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not possibly avoid them : they were, how- 
ever, so intent on some occupation or other, 
that they did not perceive Gottfried until he 
was close to them ; he was thus able to ascer- 
tain the nature of their sport before they 
were even conscious of his presence. They 
were jesting and laughing at a poor aged 
Pilgrim who, having fainted exhausted by 
the toils of the way, was now coming to him- 
self ; they had bespattered his garments with 
filth, and were tormenting him in various 
ways, as returning life made him capable of 
feeling their persecution. When the boy 
came up to these cruel ones, they were pre- 
paring thorns and briers wherewith to pierce 
and tear him, knowing that for a time at 
least he would be too weak to avenge him- 
self, should such be his desure. Gottfried 
cried "shame/' and asked how they could 
have the heart to afflict one seemingly so 
inoffensive. With a scowl on their coun- 
tenances they turned to the questioner, and 
bade him mind his own business, and leave 
them to their sport, unless he wished to l)e 
treated as they were treating the fallen man. 
While they were thus employed in threaten- 
ing Gottfried, the senses of their victim re- 
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turned, and he rose to his feet ; when, there- 
fore, they turned to resume their barbarous 
amusement, they found to their astonishment 
that the Pilgrim, having refreshed himself 
from his scrip, was no longer the weak and 
powerless creature that he had been, and so 
(cowards as they were) they took to flight 
and left the two in peace. 

"Thanks, many thanks, my noble boy," 
said the rescued man ; *' my safety is, under 
the blessing of our King, owing to you/' 
" What have I done?" asked Gottfried, scarce 
heeding the gratitude expressed by his com- 
panion. " But are you hurt ? " he continued ; 
" have they hurt you very much ? " " No," 
was the reply, " but alas ! I find that they 
have stolen the few little treasures which I 
possessed, and I am stricken in years. How 
can I, then, journey onward in this utter 
poverty 1 " " Do not fret yourself thus, friend,** 
said the youthful Pilgrim, loosening the packet 
from his staff. " Here, take this; I am young, 
and do not require these things ; I am, be- 
sides, going to my Father, and when He re- 
ceives me at my home. He will give me riches 
more in number and far more precious than 
these, for He is very powerful, and is called 
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the King of the Beautiful Land." " Ah ! my 
noble boy, He is my Father also ; I am like- 
wise on my way to Him ; in His name I ac- 
cept your gift : we shall meet again in His 
House.*' "What! old man, is He your 
Father ? is that Beautiful Land your home ? 
how is this 1 I cannot understand it ; but if 
it be as you say, why can we not journey in 
company % " These questions came in quick 
succession to Gottfried's lips. " He is in- 
deed my Father, and His House is my 
Home; but I cannot journey thither with 
you." And the stranger looked lovingly, 
yet sorrowfully on the lad. " No, we must 
soon part ; my way through the forest is 
slightly different from yours — ^another track 
(to speak more correctly) in the same great 
path. We may not again see each other 
until we meet in the golden courts of the 
blessed city. I would fain go with you to 
guide and help you ; for there are many 
dangers, and you will have the greatest need 
of watchfulness as you pass on. The Enemy 
will attempt in divers ways to gain an advan- 
tage over you, but, remember, never allow 
yourself to be ensnared by his devices; never 
submit yourself to his will He may frighten 
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or he may flatter ; he may use either vio- 
lence or enticements ; but whatever he does, 
pray to your Father to keep you firm : and 
if at any time you are in danger, or have 
wandered through carelessness or other cause 
into perilous paths, at once cry aloud to the 
* Man of Sorrows,' Who knows what tempta- 
tions mean ; ask Him to help you, and He 
(to Whom you have ministered in ministering 
to me His unworthy servant) — He, I say, will 
be present to assist you, and bring you into 
a place of safety. Once more, be faithful — 
be watchful. Farewell." 

When the Pilgrim had finished speaking, 
he turned aside through an opening in the 
wood, now near at hand, and was lost to 
sight Gottfried looked after him for a 
while, if perchance he might see but the 
waving of his garments, and then, girding 
up his loins, prepared to enter the ghastly 
place. 




CHAPTER III. 



*' Abide with me from morn till eve. 
For without Thee I cannot live ; 
Abide with me when night is ni^h, 
For without Thee I dare not die." 

THE forest was indeed dark, for the even- 
ing mists were rising, and the shadows 
I closing round, though, it must be confessed, 
they did not add much to the gloom, for it 
would have been gloomy in broad daylight 

For a while the path led in a straight line 
from the point at which Gottfried had entered 
the wood, but before long it began to wind 
hither and thither, among brambles and en- 
tangling shrubs. Now it passed close to a 
concealed morass, and anon it wound along 
the brow of a cliff overhung with thick foliage. 
The boy was almost afraid ; but, though his 
heart beat loudly, he hastened on. Suddenly 
the gloom grew less intense, and the increased 
light enabled him to perceive that he had en- 
tered a more thinly planted part of the wood : 
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he was fain to believe that all danger was 
over, and, while rejoicing in his inmost soul 
that now he need not watch so carefully as 
he had hitherto done, he wondered why men 
had invented such tales concerning the horror 
of the place, and his step grew bolder as his 
fear left him. 

He could now plainly see the evening star 
in the blue heaven above, and the beams 
of the rising moon, which, moreover, softly 
stealing through the leaves, showed to the 
delighted boy that the boughs of the trees 
were laden with rosy apples. " How thirsty 
I am," sighed he, as he looked upward very 
wistfully ; " I must have left the enemy's 
ground far behind, and I may surely eat 
some of these good things, prepared, as they 
doubtless are, by my Father for the refresh- 
ment of His children." If he had not have 
been so eager in his desires after the juicy 
fruit, he would have heard a gentle voice 
saying, " Be not deceived, but be sober and 
vigilant — beware of the lusts of the flesh ! " 
but alas ! he heard it not One tree espe- 
cially engaged his attention : it was large, but 
the lower branches were so near the ground 
that he could without much difficulty climb 
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into them, while all the higher boughs, as 
they moved backwards and forwards in the 
moonlight, glistened by reason of the ripe 
apples with which they were richly furnished. 
Once and again he gazed on them with 
almost irrepressible longing, and, as he gazed, 
reasoned within himself, "It must be all or- 
dered for me, — as soon as the thirst has over- 
powered me, the fruit appears. It must be 
lawful to eat these ; - . . but, in case it is 
not quite right, I will only just take one, one 
will do me no harm ; and then, even if the 
trees are on the Enemy's land (which I much 
doubt) I can easily and quickly let myself 
down and be safe." So saying, unable to 
resist the temptation any longer, he came to 
the tree, and began to ascend into the em- 
bowering foliage. 

He was not many moments in discovering 
that the moon's uncertain light had deceived 
him : for there were no luscious apples on the 
boughs within reach. He climbed higher, 
but still higher seemed the fruit to hang. 
Presently he was aware that the light, which 
until then had helped him in his search, was 
departing ; heavy clouds were gathering, and 
passing over the moon's disc, so that soon he 
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was unable to see at all. Not daring to de- 
scend, hQ determined to remain in his perilous 
hiding-place until the dawn, but the wind 
began to move the trees more powerfully ; it 
rose, it fell, and each time its gusts were more 
terrible. Soon it increased to a hurricane, 
and the great tree in which Gottfried was 
sheltered appeared to him to bend almost 
level with the ground before the terrific blast, 
and then, swinging back to its former posi- 
tion, threatened to hurl him from the branch 
to which he was clinging. On all sides he 
heard the noise of trees breaking beneath 
the violence of the storm, and mingled with 
this, the shrieking and howling of the wind. 
For nearly an hour this continued, and the 
poor lad was almost exhausted; though he 
still succeeded in keeping firm hold of the 
bough, yet his grasp was becoming more and 
more feeble each moment. 

While affairs were in this state, the Pilgrim 
thought that he saw a glimmering light move 
along the path towards the tree ; as the gleam 
approached nearer, so did the violence of the 
gusts abate, and by the time it had come close 
to the spot where the tree stood, there was 
a perfect calm. " Joy ! joy I " thought Gott- 
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fried, " some friend has come to save me ; " 
and it was reasonable that he shopld think 
so, for he observed that the light proceeded 
from a lamp, borne by a mild-looking woman, 
who, at once espying the frightened boy, 
addressed him in kind words. The tone of 
her voice was very sweet — it sounded like a 
strain of music, and the kind words seemed 
all the kinder for the sweet tones. 

*' Come down, poor lost one, come down. 
Why have you left your home? Why are 
you wandering in the midnight wild ? Have 
some false friends persuaded you to attempt 
the journey to the Beautiful Land? Think 
no more of pursuing your course. No, rather 
come with me. These trees are mine, — this 
part of the forest belongs to me, — and you 
shall be lord and master of these things, 
and, moreover, of riches and glories such as 
you have never yet contemplated, if you will 
give up your voyage to cloud-land, and re- 
turn with me. . Say, dear youth, will you not 
come?" 

The lovely form grew more and more 
beautiful. She was attired in a white flow- 
ing robe, bound round the waist with a 
golden girdle ; in her left hand she held the 
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lamp and in her right was a sprig of the en- 
chanted mistletoe. Gottfried listened to her 
words, and felt half-inclined to surrender 
himself to her. " She will save me," he 
thought, " and I can escape from her and 
proceed on my journey after a few days' 
sojourn at her home, if I find that she is one 
of my Father's enemies. At any rate she 
will save me now, and I must take my chance 

as to the rest Will you not save me % " 

he continued aloud. " Yes, I will It was for 
that very object that I came forth, and braved 
the fury of the storm." " But will you let 
me pass on my way at once ? " demanded he, 
in doubt as to her purpose. " Of course I 
will But why aski — come down, — do not 
delay." Just then a snowy dove fluttered 
over the bo/s head, cooing as it went, and 
he thought he heard the words, " Be not 
deceived; be not deceived!" Then new 
strength flowed into his heart, and he said 
courageously, " I am one of the Good King's 
children, though now in an evil case, but I 
cannot accept your offer of assistance, if you 
do not assure me that you are a servant 
from my Father's household." 

What was it that so changed the fair face 
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of the woman? Was it anger, or was it 
pain % perhaps it was both. She gnashed her 
teeth, foam and froth fell from her mouth, 
her ^y^ flashed fire, while she cursed the 
King of the Beautiful Land. Waving aloft 
her mistletoe, she flung the lamp far from 
her with such violence that it was shattered 
in its fall, — and shrieking in horrid tones, she 
cried, " Die, rash boy, die : thou hast broken 
thy King's command by ceasing to watch ; 
thou hast made thy bed on the Enemy's 
ground. Ha! ha! there is no mercy for 
thee," and bursting out into a peal of hellish 
laughter, she added, " Perish then, perish." 

As her laughter sank into silence, the 
storm returned with thrice its former fury, 
and the wind raged among the tree tops ; it 
seemed as though the powers of the air were 
waging war with the powers of the earth, for 
the earth rocked and quaked, the rain poured 
down in torrents from the pitchy clouds, and 
the thunder, distant at first but gradually ap- 
proaching nearer, rolled most awfully. Crash 
after crash told of the destruction of some 
forest monarch, and proclaimed that the 
storm, the earthquake, and the lightnings 
were doing their deadly work. Truly it was 
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a fearful night. But hark ! what was that 
other sound so distinctly heard amid the up- 
roar of elemental strife, that howl, so horrid, 
so chilling, that Gottfried's blood froze within 
his heart as he listened % What could it be % 
The tales which he had heard about wild 
beasts all rushed to his remembrance at once : 
of pilgrims who had encountered them in 
these same woods, and had come forth from 
the conflict with maimed limbs, with wounds 
and scars ; of others who, entering the dark 
paths, had been attacked and utterly de- 
stroyed. Were any of these savage animals 
near him then? These lengthened, oft-re- 
peated roars, did they proceed from their 
bloodstained haunts 1 " It must be even so," 
he said, and his brain ached with terror and 
anxiety ; he had hardly power to think. 
Straining his eyes in the direction from 
whence the terrific sounds came echoing 
along, he strove in vain to distinguish objects, 
for all was wrapt in thick darkness. At last 
the dull heavy growl was so near that there 
could be no longer a doubt in the matter ; 
it pealed like demon laughter from a tree in 
the immediate neighbourhood of that to 
which the poor trembling one was clinging ; 
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and at the same moment a flash of lightning, 
more vivid than any which had preceded it, 
illumined the scene, and (oh, horror !) shone 
on the striped hide of a beast of prey, which 
was in the act of springing into those very 
branches whose shelter protected the boy 
from the storm. The same flash disclosed 
the form of an immense serpent winding it- 
self silently and stealthily around the gnarled 
trunk. " Alas, alas ! " sobbed Gottfried, " I 
am lost : why was I ever tempted to look 
with longing eyes upon the snares of the 
flesh % *' He could now feel the warm fur of 
the tiger moving against his cheek, and could 
see the gleaming of its cruel eyes not far from 
his own, while, at the same instant, the ser- 
pent dragged its slimy length over his feet 
The agony of his position recalled to his 
mind the words of the poor man, spoken at 
the entrance of the wood, and he cried aloud, 
" Man of Sorrows, Refuge of Sinners, come 
and help me!" It was not the lightning 
flash, or the softer flood of moonlight ; and 
it was not the ray of the woman's lamp, 
which now filled the place with glory: it was 
a brightness more penetrating than the first, 
and yet most chastened in its glow, more so 



than the chastened moonbeams even. The 
boy wondered at the sight ; he looked to the 
place where the beast had been, it had 
shrunk away, and was not visible; and, look- 
ing for the serpent, he beheld it entering a 
thicket not very far off. 

" I am saved ! I am saved ! blessed be the 
name of the Deliverer ! *' shouted Gottfried, 
as he hasted to descend. And behold ! One 
was beside him Whom he knew not : clothed 
in a Pil^m's dress He stood, in appearance 
like unto the Son of Man, but from His 
merciful eyes beamed forth the brightness of 
God's Spirit. In His hand He held a cross 
instead of a staff, and the blood trickled 
down from the hand upon the wood. His 
brows were encircled with a crown, but it 
was interwoven with sharp thorns, and streaks 
of blood were upon His locks, — His feet 
were bare, they had been torn by briers, and 
there were besides marks thereon, as though 
rough iron nails had been driven into them, 
and traces of blood were upon the dewy 
grass wherever He had walked. His look 
was full of love, but most reproachful. "Who 
art Thou, O Wonderful One?" murmured 
Gottfried, " Who art Thou % " " Dost thou 
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not know Me, erring child] Thou hast 
called upon the Man of Sorrows, and am I 
not the Man of Sorrows ? Look at My hands, 
and feet, and brows, they are bleeding. I 
have been wounded in the house of My 
friends. The same temptations which have 
assailed thee, and to which thou hast in a 
measure surrendered thyself, assailed Me, 
but I overcame them, and now I come to 
save thee, — yet, (though saved,) thou shalt 
bear about with thee a weakness which thou 
hast not felt heretofore, the effect of thy sin. 
The Flesh having led thee captive, thou must 
henceforth continually mortify it with its 
affections and lusts; and that thou mayest 
at all times remember to do this, lo ! I place 
upon thee the marks of My Passion," (and 
He allowed large blood-drops to fall upon 
the bo/s hands and feet.) " But dost thou 
still wish to behold the full extent of My love 
for thee ? My side is pierced, — enter in by 
that door, — view My heart, thy name is writ- 
ten thereon." Gottfried could not restrain 
the tears which would perforce flow forth, 
and he wept aloud. " Have I, by desiring 
these things, wrought Thee so grievous a 
wrong] My dear, my best Friend, I will 
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never offend Thee more. Lead me on. Do 
not depart from me, but support me in my 
journey home. Man of Sorrows, have mercy 
upon me ! " 

There was a faint but most sweet voice 
which said, " Thy sins are forgiven, go in 
peace ! " — and then all was silent. Gottfried 
was once more alone. 



CHAPTER IV. 

'* Be thou our Guardian and our Guide, 

And hear us when we call : 
Let not our slippery footsteps slide. 

Uphold us, lest we fall. 
Still let us ever watch and pray, 

And feel that we are frail ; 
That if the tempter cross our way, — 

Yet he may not prevail." 

SO sang a band of Pilgrims when the 
morning sun had risen upon the scene 
of the past night's fearful storm. They were 
coming up from the recesses of the forest, 
and approached Gottfried. What was his 
astonishment and joy, to recognise in their 
leader the Elder who had prepared him for 
his journey the day before. Most touching 
was the greeting which passed between those 
two loving souls. It was as though a long- 
lost child had returned to his father. " Where 
have you been during the awful hours of 
darkness 1 " was the question which the Pil- 
grims, as with one voice, asked the boy. He 
was at first ashamed to tell, but seeing the 
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red marks on his hands, and remembering 
that it was his duty to crucify the will of the 
flesh when it was opposed to right, he con- 
fessed all. When he had finished his recital 
the Elder lifted up his voice and blessed the 
Friend who had shown Himself so merciful 
and forgiving to the Wanderer, and coun- 
selled the lad never again to cease from 
watching. " Be vigilant, be vigilant," was 
the burden of his warning, as they passed on 
together before the rest of the train. 

The character of the country was now al- 
together different from what it had been in 
the parts through which Gottfried had hitherto 
passed. It was still forest land, but between 
the various groups of trees stretched green 
savannas of wavipg grass ; it looked like an 
ocean of verdure, the groves standing in the 
midst like lofty rocks at whose foot billows 
seemed to break. Cattle were feeding in 
peace in the meadows, and pretty cottages 
showed themselves at intervals, surrounded 
by gardens filled with flowers, and adorned 
with clustering vines. No rude sounds rose 
from the fields, no coarse laughter pealed 
from the groves, so that our little Pilgrim 
imagined that he must already have reached 
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the Beautiful Land. " It is good for us to be 
here," said he. " Look, sirs, at the fair scene; 
how calmly and peacefully all the country lies 
in the morning light 1 The cattle, and the 
peasants who tend them, must surely belong to 
our Father. This must be His home. I have 
often heard of the fields of Paradise, these 
must be the very fields. Let us ask the 
people of the country whether we may not 
dwell here until our Father calls us into His 
presence." "Have you so soon forgotten 
my warning, Gottfried?*' asked the Elder 
gravely. " If these were faithful servants of 
the King, they would be journeying home- 
wards, instead of remaining here. See how 
they take their pleasure in this land, and re- 
member how often it is overrun by the hosts 
of the Prince of Darkness. Be not taken by 
the appearance, but watch intently, earnestly, 
and try all things by the touchstone of truth." 
The boy looked abroad over the meadows 
and sighed. The lowing of the oxen mingled 
sweetly with the tinkling of the sheep-bells ; 
and the village girls sang happy songs as they 
went forth to draw water, which by their very 
mirth made him feel all the more sad and 
melancholy. 
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" Alas I sirs, it is very fair," he murmured. 
" What ! " said the Elder in reply, " can you 
be the same Gottfried who did not wish to 
remain in the country now so far behind us, 
because it was not your rightful home ? Can 
you be he who constantly mourned and 
lamented, desiring to see his Father ? What 
can have wrought so great a change in you, 
my son 1 " 

A blush of shame overspread the youth's 
cheek, and casting down his eyes they met 
the deep red marks upon his feet ; and then 
the thought of the Man of Sorrows Who had 
been wounded for his backslidings and faith- 
lessness came to his mind, and, with a cry of 
pain, he fell on his knees, exclaiming, "I have 
sinned. Unloving and ungrateful I have 
been to Thee, my best Friend. I have 
sinned most grievously!'' And the Elder 
said, " He hath put away thy sin ! '' 

For some time after this all went on well ; 
the Pilgrims sang hymns to sweet melodies, 
and, between the pauses in the singing, re- 
counted all the mercies which the King had 
shown them since the day in which they had 
first begun to serve Him. One told how it 
was that he had first known about his Father 
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in the Beautiful Land, and how that Father 
had invited him to come to Him. Another 
related stories of those who had gone before, 
and were even now safe at home. In these 
varied occupations the time passed quickly 
away. Once more the noonday sun began 
to try Gottfried ; as it had afflicted him on 
the previous day, so it smote him now again ; 
and he lingered behind and said wearily, 
" Oh ! let us rest for a while. Here is a green 
space beneath the shade of these beautiful 
cedars ; let us lie down here, and spend the 
hottest hours of the day, and then at evening 
we can proceed on our journey." One of the 
Pilgrims whispered to the Elder, "Sir, this 
lad is a clog to us ; he will not come along 
with us at the pace at which we desire to go, 
but must needs stay and loiter continually. 
Shall we not shake him off from our com- 
pany?" (The Pilgrim's name was Rolf.) 
" No," replied the Elder, " we must bear with 
the weak. You know not of what spirit you 
are, and must remember that you may some- 
time need strengthening yourself, and find 
yourself far more weak than even Gottfried 
is." "As to that," sneered Rolf, "I am 
strong enough." " Let him that thinketh he 



Gottfried's Pilgrimage. 37 

standeth take heed lest he fall," said the 
Elder, and the subject dropped. 

Gottfried, finding that he was not answered, 
grew sulky, and hung back from the rest of 
the travellers. The Elder called to him 
again and again, but the boy pretended that 
he did not hear. He felt miserable, yet knew 
not how to put an end to his misery, save by 
again acknowledging his fault ; but this time 
pride got the better of him, and therefore he 
remained in his unhappy state. 

They were passing by the side of a broad 
river, and, imagining that the boy would re- 
cover his wonted good humour if left to him- 
self, they took no further notice of him, but 
spoke of the stream, its dangerous eddies 
and currents, and other peculiarities of which 
they seemed perfectly aware. Gottfried heard 
nothing of their conversation, for he was far 
behind, but the sight of the cool flowing water 
made him desire to bathe therein. He hid 
himself, therefore, behind one of the large 
trees on the banks, until the company had 
passed from sight, and then, laying aside his 
Pilgrim-mantle, he prepared to plunge into 
the lake-like flood. A breeze passed through 
the leaves above his head, and there was a 
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murmur as of the words, " Beware of the 
snares of a false and unstable World," but the 
noise of the reeds, among which he was al- 
ready standing, as they rustled in the breeze, 
prevented him from listening to the admoni- 
tion. Before long he was in the stream, and 
being a bold swimmer, launched out bravely 
into the very centre of the current How 
cool and refreshing the water was! how it 
seemed to invigorate his failing powers! 
Hither and thither he plunged, and in the 
excess of his joy laughed and laughed again. 
The woods re-echoed to the sound, and (was 
it fancy?) the echo muttered, " Alas I alas !" 
The lad became uneasy, the words were so 
distinct. He attempted to regain the side at 
the spot where he had left his Pilgrim-gown, 
but found that, while he had been thinking 
only of his enjoyment, the stream had carried 
him very far away from thence. He pushed 
forward, nevertheless, thinking that he could 
easily make his way up the stream. But all 
in vain ; the current was flowing more rap- 
idly than ever. Then he tried to enter the 
side-water, but the eddies whirled him round 
and round, and took from him much of his 
remaining strength. His feet were entangled 
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in long floating weeds, and he strove to free 
himself from them in vain. With a last effort, 
while they were still clinging to him and im- 
peding his progress, he succeeded in once 
more reaching the main current, by which he 
allowed himself to be borne onward. " Per- 
haps," thought he, " it will bring me to some 
island" More swiftly flowed the stream, 
which became more and more agitated on all 
sides of him as he passed on, until at last the 
ripples were changed into waves. In an 
instant the truth flashed across his mind, " A 
waterfall! I am on its brink/' He raised 
his hands in despair to the skies, and there, 
on his palms, saw faint traces of the saving 
Blood, (though the world-stream had nearly 
washed it away.) " Blessed Man of Sorrows ! 
come to me ; — save me, or I perish ! " cried 
he. Wonder of wonders ! a boat rocked be- 
side him on the waves, and a Hand grasped 
his shoulder, and drew him into the ark of 
safety just as he was passing over the brink of 
destruction ! The boat, attached by a strong 
chain to the shore, was in no danger of being 
carried into the hideous chasm. Gottfried, 
exhausted and well-nigh lifeless, lifted up his 
eyes to his Deliverer, and saw that Face, so 
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very, very sad, turned towards him. Tears 
were flowing down the cheeks, and oh ! that 
look, it might have melted a heart of stone. 

" Have I not suffered enough for thee, un- 
happy one, that thou heapest more grief upon 
My Head? What is there that I have not 
done for thee, what have I left undone that I 
could have done % Ah ! ungrateful child, is 
this thy kindness to thy Friend?" "Spare 
me, O Merciful One, spare me ! " ^* I have 
spared thee once, and again thou hast sinned ! 
But see, yet again I spare thee. Thou must, 
however, bear thy punishment. Remem- 
berest thou not how the storms of lust and 
passion took away thy soul's strength, so 
that thou hast been weaker since thy fall 
than thou wast before ? Thou art now faint 
and weary ; the current of the wcMrld's plea- 
sure has robbed thee of much which still 
remained to thee, and therefore, if it was 
necessary for thee after thy last temptation 
to watch more earnestly than before, how 
much more is it necessary now ! The Enemy 
will desire to have thee ; he knows that the 
flesh and the world have overcome thee — 
and if thou yieldest thou art lost. Then My 
Wounds will open and bleed, and My bitter 
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pangs will be renewed ; for thinkest thou 
that it doth not wound and grieve Me, when 
one for whom I died tramples Me under 
foot, and puts Me to an open shame?" 
"Spare me! spare me! my heart is break- 
ing." 

The boat glided to the shore. When Gott- 
fried found himself on the bank, he turned 
to thank his Deliverer, but discovered that 
He had departed; the boat had also vanished. 
Beside him on the grass lay his Pilgrim's 
dress. He cast it around him, and with 
deeply penitent tears cried out, " Oh, give 
me strength that I may avoid sin and never 
more grieve Thee 1 " And on the breeze 
came a murmur, " Thy prayer is heard, de- 
part in peace." 




CHAPTER V. 

** Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear, 
It is not night if Thou be near. 
Oh ! may no earth-bom cloud arise 
To hide Thee from Thy servant's eyes." 

THE rest of the day was passed by Gott- 
fried in pensive silence. Oftentimes 
as he walked lost in deep thought, the big 
tears would force themselves from his eyes, 
and, drop by drop, fall on his hands and feet 
and dress, and wherever they fell a change 
was wrought : the bleeding tokens shone once 
more a bright red, and the worn and dirty 
garb appeared to be renewed. Though he 
thus seemed quite given up to meditation, 
yet he did not forget to watch. How care- 
ful he was now ! If one place seemed to be 
a more likely spot for repose than another, 
he avoided it ; if at all tempted to think the 
way long and the toil heavy, he rejoiced in 
being allowed to bear this burden; if for a 
moment betrayed into looking at the beauties 
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which were round about him with a longing 
eye, he checked the desire by the thought, 
" My Father's House is fairer than the fair- 
est of these scenes." Thus he was preserved 
from temptation \ but nevertheless, in all this 
he felt his punishment, for it was a more 
difficult matter than formerly to give up the 
wish for rest, and it required much more re- 
solution to put away the beautiful things of 
earth, and reject them, when placed in the 
balance with heavenly things. 

Calmly the evening hour approached. As 
the Pilgrim kept his eye fixed on the horizon 
a smile overspread his countenance, and his 
weary face was lighted with a bright glow. 
What gave him such pleasure 1 Ah ! he knew 
that he was forgiven \ for there was the band 
of light, there in the far distance were the 
towers and golden walls of his Father's city, 
and there were the waving trees of the Beau- 
tiful Land ! So rapt was he in the contem- 
plation of this glory, that he did not for 
a while observe that some one came running 
to join him. It was Rolf. When he came 
up to the other, he said, " Well, Gottfried, 
after all I followed your example, and rested 
Sleep came upon me, and while I was slum- 
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bering some wretched fellows chose to make 
a laughing-stock of me. I was awakened by 
their noise. By their talk and tone I per- 
ceived that they were enemies of the King, 
so said I to myself, that here was a good 
opportunity for showing my devotion to the 
cause of the Master. I got up, therefore, 
and invited them to fight; on they came, and 
I gave them many a hard blow, (I can tell 
you I dealt them with a hearty good will.) 
They were too numerous for me to gain a 
signal victory over them, however, and so 
I have escaped from the battle with torn 

• 

raiment; but look, how beautifully I have 
mended it. I have stitched the holes, and 
put in new pieces where required. It was 
fortunate that I brought some cloth with me 
from my own home. — Why, man, what is the 
matter with you % How sad you look I " 

" I will go mourning all my days ; first, I 
have wandered from the way myself; then I 
have grieved my best Friend ; and now find 
that my example has caused you to transgress, 
and to wander likewise. Oh ! wretched man 
that I am ! " 

" Kow, silly child, do not preach to me ; 
I am better able to preach to you. I have 
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ever been a bold and unflinching servant of 
the King, and am stronger than most men. 
If I do wander I soon get back into the right 
path. But how slowly you walk; cannot 
you get on faster % " " My sins have weak- 
ened me so that I cannot go on as I would, 
but yet I am happy, for my Friend has said 
that His strength shall be made perfect in 
my weakness." " Stand on your own strength, 
rely on yourself, and all will be well. Come 
on, boy, you were a clog to the Pilgrim com- 
pany in the morning, and you are a clog to 
me now. If you will not try to move faster, 
I must leave you. I want to get as soon as 
possible to the King's Palace." Gottfried 
sighed and was silent, — he wished to be 
there also. 

Just then they reached the confines. of the 
forest. The road still wound among the 
trees, but the boundary line of the Enemy's 
property could not be very far off, they 
thought. How little they knew of the mat- 
ter! The Enemy's power extended to the 
last crystal stream which flowed between 
them and the Beautiful Land. All at once 
a trumpet's thrilUng note sounded on the 
evening air ; nearer and nearer it approached, 
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and the fravellers could soon perceive that 
the harp's sweet tones were blending with 
the voice of clarions and trumpets. How 
delightful it was ! how heavenly were the 
perfect accords I There was no harshness, 
no clashing, no jarring. And what could 
that gay line of courtiers mean, winding on 
among the trees, preceded by the musicians 1 
The two reasoned together as to whether 
these were servants sent to meet them, and 
lead them to their Father. They appeared 
to have been observed by some in the glis- 
tening train, for a horseman armed cap-a-pie 
spurred his strong war-horse towards them. 
The last beams of the setting sun fell on 
his steel helm and coloured plumes, as he 
rapidly advanced. When he reached the 
Pilgrims, he asked to whose service they be- 
longed. Gottfried took up the word and 
answered, "To the service of the Good 
King." "Then you are my master's foes, 
and must yield yourselves to my will." 
" Never," exclaimed the brave boy, " I can 
never again be a traitor to my Father's 
cause." "No, indeed, we intend to resist 
to the death," said Rolf; "come hither, pre- 
sumptous one, and let us fight together. I 
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feel powerful, and could with my own arm 
lay tkee low." " Boast not," was the soldier's 
reply, "we shall soon see what effect the 
rack, the fire, and the scourge will have upon 
youj but enough of this* I am not come 
here to fight, but to take you prisoners." 
" Bring hither thy tortures, false slave ; yes, 
bring all that thy cruelty can invent. What 
care I ? I am one who have done much for 
my Father, and He will repay me now, I 
know. I have never forsaken Him ; I have 
been always obedient, therefore I defy thee." 
" My brother," whispered Gottfried, " be 
silent, I pray. It grieves me to hear you 
talk thus ; for what can I expect who have 
sinned so many times, and who am so un- 
worthy ? Oh ! if you are thus perfect, and 
therefore fearless, raise not this man's anger 
against us, for I am so weak, — I am afraid 
that I shall fall." " How cowardly thou art, 
brother Pilgrim. As usual a clog, a heavy 
weight to my feet when I would ascend to 
the bright home of the Conqueror." " Here, 
here, I am tired of all this folly," said the 
soldier, and then seizing the trembling youth 
who stood near him, he bound him; Rolf 
meanwhile endeavouring to slip away unob- 



served. " Not so fast, my fair friend," 
shouted at his ear a second horseman, who 
seeing how matters stood, had hurried from 
the cavalcade. The two were soon dragged 
to where the rest were awaiting them. 
Swiftly they traversed the road which led 
to the Enemy's castle. The drawbridge was 
lowered, the gates opened, and the portcullis 
raised. They found the courtyard filled with 
the armed retainers of the Dark King. A 
cry of joy rose from the throng when Rolf 
and Gottfried were dragged forward. " More 
slaves ! mote slaves I We shall have merry 
doings now. Ah 1 friends, you will not long 
be prisoners ; our loving lord will not keep 
you long in pain ; a day or two will decide 
your fate, either the seat in the banquet- 
hall, or the glowing flame," howled a shaggy- 
haired monster who appeared to be the cap- 
tain of the guards. 

The night being starless, the courtyard was 
lighted up by torches, which threw a most 
unearthly glare on everything. The men 
seemed of gigantic stature and ferocious 
countenance, and all bore the same stamp 
on their brows, were dressed in the same 
livery, and wore on their right arms a band 
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of iron which denoted their state of servitude. 
Through this throng the prisoners were led 
towards a door at the farthest comer of the 
yard. When they came thereto, it opened 
to them, apparently of its own accord, and 
they entered. The place in which they found 
themselves was a long gloomy passage; a 
single lamp hung from the ceiling, but its 
glimmering rays only made the darkness 
more unbearable. Along the walls you might 
discern various instruments of cruelty: metal 
claws, flesh forks, and pincers, interspersed 
with chains and irons of every size and weight. 
The damp gathered on the stones above, and 
dropped with a chill and dismal sound upon 
the floor. They passed through the whole 
length of this corridor, and then the two 
soldiers led the prisoners into the judgment- 
hall, which was no more than an expansion 
of the dreary passage. For a while the four 
remained here in silence, Gottfried the mean- 
time endeavouring to accustom his eyes to 
the gloom. Presently the sound of footsteps 
was heard, and the Dark King entered, fol- 
lowed by a few of his servants ; he took his 
seat on the throne at the upper end of the 
hall, and beckoned the guards to bring the 
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Pilgrims before him. A torch was held on 
either side of the King, so that they could 
easily trace the character of his features, which 
would have been beautiful had it not been for 
an indescribable look of scorn, and the deep 
sensuality which marred their symmetry. 

The examination was soon over. Both 
declared that they were on their way to their 
Father's House, and when asked to renounce 
the service of the Good King, and don the 
livery and chain of the Dark Monarch, they 
alike refused. But how different was the 
manner of the two! Gottfried spoke with 
earnestness, indeed, but evidently with hu- 
mility. Rolf on the other hand was bold 
and self-confident : he hurled defiance at his 
judge, and dared him to do his worst The 
King's word pealed forth and echoed through 
the vaulted rooms, " Remove the prisoners, 
and place them in fetters until my fiirther 
pleasure be declared." And immediately 
they were hurried from his presence. 

No daylight could find its way into Gott- 
fried's priison, (and perhaps it was well for the 
boy that such was the case, for otherwise he 
would have seen sights which would have 
made him shudder,) and the hours, unmea- 
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sured by the rising or departing beams, might 
have been reckoned as days and weeks, so 
long did they appear to him. No friend 
brought him nourishment, not even was bread 
and water afforded him. He became almost 
wild with hunger and fright, yet in all his 
thoughts he remembered the Man of Sorrows, 
and would murmur, " Oh ! Man of Sorrows, 
when wilt Thou appear for my deliverance ! " 
and a voice would answer, " Be patient, be of 
good courage; I have not forgotten thee." 
The long hours of his imprisonment were 
over at last, and his ears were cheered by 
the sound of a key turnihg in the lock. 
" Oh," thought he, " is deliverance really at 
handr* The light which entered, when the 
door was opened, almost blinded him, yet he 
perceived that the comer was not a friend, 
but a guard, wearing the band and chain. 
His senses left him, and he fainted. On 
coming to himself, he discovered that he was 
no longer in a prison, but in a gaily decked 
banqueting hall. Long tables, laden with all 
the luxuries that this world could afford, were 
ranged in the midst, and at them noble-look- 
ing men, and most beautiful ladies, were sit- 
ing. How charming was the sight to the 
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returning consciousness of the youth ! How 
quickly the fruits and costly viands caught 
his wandering glance j and the wine, the 
ruddy wine, how he longed for one draught 
to quench his thirst and restore some of his 
strength; but while he looked and longed, 
a voice spake to his inmost heart : ^' All is 
doomed ! All is unclean 1 beware ! •' He 
looked up and down among the guests to see 
if there were any familiar faces among them ; 
all were strangers, except one, and he smiled 
and nodded to him, at the same time holding 
up a goblet of precious wine. He did not 
know him at first; and it was long before 
the truth dawned upon his mind. " It must 
be Rolf," he said to himself; "but what a 
change has taken place in him ! '* His eyes 
were sparkling under the influence of the in- 
toxicating drink, and his cheeks were flushed ; 
he was talking rapidly. "Who would not 
exchange a gloomy dungeon for these gay 
halls 1 Who would be bound with heavy 
chains when he could be free? Ha! ha! 
And who would be a poor pilgrim when he 
can sit as a king, and drink this glorious 
wine ? Ha ! ha ! " It was indeed true ; the 
wretched one had made his choice, and the 
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marks of slavery were only too plainly to 
be seen upon him. " Where is thy boasted 
strength now? where thy self - confidence 1 
where thy pretended devotion to the Good 
King?" Gottfried asked in reply. But while 
he was speaking he felt a rough hand placed 
on his shoulder, and looking up beheld the 
angry face of the Dark Monarch. Horror 
seized the boy, and he cried, " Let me alone, 
I am not thine, I belong to the Beautiful 
Land ;" but the fearful grasp was not relaxed. 
" Man of Sorrows I I have cried to Thee, but 
Thou hearest not Hast Thou forsaken me % 
Have I strayed so far that there is no way of 
return ? Where art Thou, my best Friend % " 
A light breath passed over the brow of the 
sufferer, and he could distinguish the words, 
" In your patience possess your soul, I have 
not forsaken thee, but thou must be proved, 
as silver is proved and tried in a furnace." 
The cloud had departed, no fear remained 
in his heart. 

" Thine hour has come," said the Enemy, 
in slow but determined tones, " thou must 
now choose what thy portion is to be. Be- 
hold the fair picture before thee. Nobles 
and ladies are there, and many who have 
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beforetime worn the crown and borne the 
sceptre. They are happy, — hark how their 
light laughter rings through the chamber ! 
They are happy, — see how they quaff their 
invigorating wine ! They are happy, — it is 
only necessary to glance at their countenances 
to be assured of that. And who is happiest 
among them 1 Thy friend Rolf. He has in 
his wisdom sworn allegiance to me. Go thou 
and do the same, and take thy place beside 
thy former fellow-Pilgrim ; a seat is prepared 
for thee, and a glorious feast is ready to be 
set before thee, — those lovely faces will smile 
upon thee, and thou too wilt be happy. What 
dost thou say 1 . . . Come hither, Rolf," conti- 
nned he in a louder voice — " come hither, and 
tell this foolish boy what a jovial company 
thou hast found, and persuade him to join it." 
Rolf came forward smiling, " My brother," 
he said in a silvery voice, " it surely does not 
need much persuasion to make thee cast in 
thy lot with us % " " Begone, false disciple, 
1 will not listen to you, you have denied your 
Lord, I cannot have any converse with you." 
"But \diy so angry? what have I done to 
injure thee % Do not speak such harsh words, 
but listen. I found my prison dreadful, and 
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I thought that perhaps, after all, the Beau- 
tiful Land may be all a dream, so I came 
forth from the dark cell, and have i^enounced 
the foolish hope of my former life." " You 
have never then seen (as I have) the glories 
of my Father's house, — ^if you had, you would 
not call it 'a dream.*" "Fight not about 
words, but make thyself one of us. Time 
is short, let us eat and drink, for to-morrow 
we die; well, what dost thou say, friend?" 
" That I will not join you, — that I will be 
faithful to my Father — that I will die rather 
than deny my Friend ! '' 

" Thou shalt die ! thou shalt die !" shrieked 
the King, who had been listening near at 
hand. " Ho ! guards ; heat the furnace, yea 
heat it seven times more than it is wont to 
to be heated." And he gnashed his teeth in 
anger, while the boy cried, " Oh ! Refuge of 
the distressed, come and save me ! " 

But what is that beam of glory which shines 
into the hall, and is brighter than the sun at 
noonday? What is that sound sweeter than 
music which now thrills through Gottfried's 
heart ? And who is this that stands beside 
him, before whom the Dark One quails and 
finally writhes on the marble floor in anguish ? 
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Ah! I know Him now. Surely it is the 
merciful Friend on Whose Name the lad had 
called. " Be of good cheer,** He saith ; " I 
will help thee ; yea, I will deliver thee.** A 
shadow has fallen on the gay feasters; the 
fruits are turned to ashes and the wine to 
gall. Pale and affrighted, men run here and 
there desiring to escape, — their embroidered 
robes drop from their shoulders, and now they 
stand a ghastly throng of wretched corpses ; 
the wrath of the Almighty has stricken them \ 
Gottfried stands in their midst by the side of 
his Protector. He looks for Rolf, and dis- 
covers him afler a while endeavouring to 
shelter himself behind some of the withered 
forms. " Poor soul," he exclaims, " is this 
thy jollity?** and the tears roll down his 
cheeks for sorrow at his companion's desola- 
tion. The voice of the Shining One speaks 
once more : " Weep not for him as though 
he were without remedy lost. Shall not the 
Judge of all the Earth do right ? Dost thou 
love him more than I, who have shed My 
blood to save him 1 Follow thou Me ! " And 
the boy followed Him out of the dreary 
castle. 



CHAPTER VI. 

** For thee, O dear, dear country. 

Mine eyes their vigils keep : 
For very love beholding 

Thy happy name they weep ; 
O one, O only Mansion ! 

O Paradise of joy I 
Where tears are ever banish'd, ■ 

And smiles have no alloy." 

FAIR was the scene which met the eyes 
of Gottfried as he walked forth from 
the castle gate. The road lay between green 
swelling hills, on whose slopes the violet and 
primrose found a quiet resting-place, while 
streams gently murmuring flowed over the 
ever-verdant moss, or rolled down from the 
heights in picturesque waterfalls. There 
were trees on the banks of the rivulets, weep- 
ing willows and sombre pines, together with 
flowering rhododendrons, and golden labur- 
nums, and among their branches sweet sing- 
ing birds warbled their songs, and sang of 
.peace and hope. All these things cheered 
the Pilgrim's heart, but that which gave him 
the greatest joy was, that his unfailing Friend 
was beside him, counselling, supporting, and 
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comforting. With Him he held sweet con- 
verse ; in His company the spring appeared 
more spring-like; the brooklets leaped and 
dashed with sweeter and more soothing 
sound ; and the scent of the flowers was like 
a breath of incense offered up by Nature be- 
fore the throne of the Eternal. The little 
lambs frisked playfully around them, as they 
went their way, and the kine, feeding on the 
hill-sides, looked towards them, and lowed 
contentedly. It was a scene to kindle the 
flame of thankfulness in any heart not en- 
tirely shut to feelings of devotion ; and to 
Gottfried it was more than ordinarily en- 
chanting, — for he contrasted the sunlight, 
softened by the intervening veil of leaves, 
with the dismal gloom of the dungeon, — the 
fair violets and primroses with the horrid 
sights of the courtyard — yes, and with the gay, 
but meretricious blossoms, which adorned 
the banqueting-hall, — and above all he com- 
pared the dear sounds of his Deliverer's 
voice with the oath, the filthy exclamation, 
and the disguised falsehood which so lately 
filled his ears in the castle of his Arch-Enemy. 
" Thou art for the present safe from the 
wiles of Satan,^' said the Friend by his side, 
" but who can tell his devices % He is a de- 
ceiver \ and only so long as thou leanest on 
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Me art thou secure from him. My child, 
be faithful unto death, and I will give thee 
a crown of life." " Ah ! dear Lord, how long 
must my trial hour continue % when shall I 
be for ever safe in my Father's house % " " It 
is not for thee to know the times and the 
seasons ; be satisfied that thou art precious 
in thy Father's sight, and when His work is 
accomplished in thee, and by thee, then He 
will call thee. Art thou not happy now, — 
walking in the green pastures and beside the 
still waters, — art thou not happy in My love 1" 

" Yea, dear Lord, I am happy in Thee, 
but I fear lest I should offend Thee again. 
I remember how the Flesh and the World 
obtained the mastety over me ; and if I were 
to fall again, my very heart would break ; but 
if Thou art with me, I know that I am safe." 

" Canst thou trust Me at all times, my child? 
Is thy faith so strong 1 '* " Yea, when I walk 
even through the valley of the shadow of death 
I will fear no evil, if Thou art with me : Thy 
rod, and Thy staff they shall comfort me.'* 

They had come to the end of the narrow 
defile between the verdant heights, and a 
green sward, some acres in extent, stretched 
before them ; it was bounded by a ridge of 
rocky hills over which the clouds had gathered. 
Across this plain the Shining One led Gott- 
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fried, who reposed in His guidance, and 
gazed up into His face, as though he would 
read the love and the holy purity which had 
their habitation there. . 

" How dark are the shadSws," said Gott- 
fried, as they entered the mountain-path. 
" I am afraid of stumbling, hold Thou me 
up. My heart fails me, but be Thou the 
strength of my heart and my portion for 
ever." Dark and dismal were the mountains 
over which they passed ; their rude, jagged 
summits closed the onward prospect, and 
the thunder-clouds rolled above, oftentimes 
sending forth from their murky depths tongues 
of lambent flame. In the very path were 
huge boulders, against which Gottfried would 
have fallen, had not his ever-watchful 
Friend supported him, and stayed his steps. 
Fatigued and much weakened by his various 
trials and falls, and by the constant combat 
which he was obliged to engage with his in- 
clinations, which like inward enemies sought 
to overcome and lead him once more cap- 
tive, he would never have completed his 
journey, but must inevitably have sunk by 
the way, had he been alone, or left to de- 
pend on his own wisdom and strength. The 
Pilgrim walked on with difficulty. A cold 
sweat broke forth upon his brow, and a feel- 
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ing of sickness seized his heart. He could 
discern nothing before or around him ; all 
was wrapt in thick shade, and his sight was 
not sufficiently strong to pierce the veil. He 
tried to discern the outline of his Friend's 
figure, but in vain ; he could not see Him, 
and he could realize His presence only by 
stretching out his hand to grasp His raiment 

" Dear Saviour, it is very dark here, when 
will the day break and the shadows flee 
away % I am Weary with the toils and temp- 
tations of the way, and I long to be at rest." 

"Be not dismayed, my child; thou hast 
not much farther to journey, we are near 
the end of the mountain-road. It is not 
night, though the shades are so dense ; it is 
bright day in the land whither thou goest, — 
these clouds will roll away, the dimness shall 
depart from thine eyes before thou enterest 
that abode of eternal glory." 

" But, Lord," said the trembling lad, " I 
am faint, and seem at the point to die ; my 
footsteps are uncertain, how shall I ever 
reach that land ? " 

" Art thou afraid to trust thyself entirely 
to Me ) doSt thou think that thou wilt be 
able to reach it otherwise than by My help. 
Lean wholly on Me, and I will assuredly 
bring thee thither." 
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" Forgive me for doubting. But, oh ! I am 
so weak and frail." 

" When the day is about to dawn, the dark- 
ness is most intense, — when thy weakness is 
most apparent, then is My succour nearest. 
Behold, even now the Sun has pierced the 
clouds, look up and see, the dimness has de- 
parted. What beholdest thou. My child 1 " 

" My Saviour, I see all- things clearly. I 
look back, there is the long way by which I 
have come, — the desert and the forest I 
look forward, — the mountains no longer ob- 
struct the view, there is a silvery stream, 
and a light mist rises therefrom ; but there 
are now and then breaks in it, and I can 
trace the flowers and the waving palm-trees, 
yes, and there are the golden walls, so near, — 
oh 1 so near. Blessed Deliverer, how happy 
I am ! Now I know that I, even I, shall 
enter there and be at rest for ever." 

" Thou art not there yet, Gottfried ; that 
stream must be crossed, and Satan, the Dark 
King, often attacks My brethren even there. 
Be not self-confident then, but still repose on 
Me. If thou clingest to Me while passing 
through the waters no harm shall happen 
unto thee, but by leaving Me thou wilt de- 
stroy thy hope, and perish. Wilt thou be 
faithful to Me, — thy Saviour, thy Friend % '' 
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" Oh ! keep me faithful, dear Lord ; let me 
not choose for myself, clasp me round; let 
Thine everlasting arms be underneath and 
round about me. Oh ! bind me to Thyself 
with cords of love." 

" I have said * thou art Mine,' and I will 
never leave thee, nor forsake thee.'* 

The light shone on the boy's face, so worn 
and haggard from the fearful struggles through 
which he had passed ; it shone thereon and 
brightened the dark and glassy eyes. He was 
standing on the brink of the stream, holding 
his Friend*s hand. " I am going to see my 
Father," whispered he, " and I shall see those 
who have outstripped me in the race, and are 
now at rest. And shall I ever see poor Rolf] 
O Lord, bring back the wandering one, let 
him also come to the kingdom." 

" Thou still lovest thy poor brother % And 
thinkest thou that My bowels yearn not over 
him likewise % I will seek for him, and if he 
be faithful for the rest of his pilgrimage, he 
shall be with thee where thou so soon wilt be." 

"But, Lord, if Thou hadst not led me, 
and kept me from wandering, I should never 
have come to this river's side in peace. 
Lead him, as Thou hast led me ; save him, 
as Thou hast saved me ! . . . Hold me up, 
my Saviour, the waters are so cold." As the 
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stream gurgled about his feet, his face be- 
came paler and paler; his steps faltered. 
The waters rose higher, he was now in the 
midst of the vapours which continually 
ascended from the waves ; but his faith never 
failed. Beside him remained his Friend, em- 
bracing him, and bearing him up. A faint 
sound came from the midst of the river ; it 
was the voice of Gottfried, who said, '* Thou 
art my Lord and my All 1 Blessed, blessed 
Saviour !" After that all was still. . . . 

Where is Gottfried now ? He is at home 
with his Father. He has joined the com- 
pany of Pilgrims whom he had known in his 
joumeyings ; he has seen once again the 
servant of the King who first told him the 
glad tidings of the Beautiful Land. He is, 
above all, with the Saviour Who cared for 
him, Who led him onward. Who bore him 
safely through the waters. And shall I at- 
tempt to describe the glories of that land % 
Nay, dear reader, I shall not, for I cannot 
We shall never be able to apprehend its 
beauty until we come thither also, for it is 
written, " Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, 
neither hath it entered into the heart of man 
to conceive the glories which Thou, O Lord, 
hast prepared for them that love Thee ! " 
Gloria in exceisis Deo ! 
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